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Clara's moors were fine enough. The
Phoenicians slept under their piled grey rocks ;
the chimneys of the old mines pointed starkly ;
early moths blurred the heather-bells ; cart-
wheels could be heard grinding on the road far
beneath ; and the suck and sighing of the waves
sounded gently, persistently, for ever.

Shading her eyes with her hand Mrs. Pascoe
stood in her cabbage-garden looking out to sea.
Two steamers and a sailing-ship crossed each
other ; passed each other ; and in the bay the
gulls kept alighting on a log, rising high, returning
again to the log, while some rode in upon the
waves and stood on the rim of the water until
the moon blanched all to whiteness.

Mrs. Pascoe had gone indoors long ago.

But the red light was on the columns of the
Parthenon, and the Greek women who were
knitting their stockings and sometimes crying to
a child to come and have the insects picked from
its head were as jolly as sand-martins in the heat,
quarrelling, scolding, suckling, their babies, until
the ships in the Piraeus fired their guns.

The sound spread itself flat, and then went
tunnelling its way with fitful explosions among
the channels of the islands.